CHAPTER 153 


September 22, 2011 


“Uh huh... uh huh... | see... There’s gotta be someth-... | get the medical issues, but 
there must be SOMETHING you can do... Alright... Yeah... Thanks doc... God fucking 
dammit.” 


Most of the investigation team was sitting at their usual spot in Junes, watching as 
Justin constantly picked up his phone to answer calls from medical experts. He had 
already explained the situation to all of them; they could hardly believe he was 
being serious in all honesty. Nothing that bad ever happened to them; they were 
the good guys after all, right? Good guys always win. Sure, Justin was blind in one 
eye, but that wasn’t quite the same thing; he could still live a perfectly normal life 
like that. Maya? No one was sure how she was going to get by without the ability to 
speak. No one was taking it well as Justin slowly sunk into his chair, face covered by 
his palms, fingers twisting through his hair as he griped his skull with despair and 
hopelessness. He was taking it pretty hard, though strangely not as hard as Yosuke 
was. He looked like someone just stabbed him in the balls. Twice. 


“You've been getting a lot of callbacks...” Chie remarked with slight concern as 
Justin snapped his cellphone shut with fury, his fingers practically cracking the 
plastic casing as he gripped it tightly in his palm. He wasn’t taking the news too well 
as doctor after doctor called him back to say there was nothing that could be done 
about Maya’s missing voice box. He rubbed at his forehead a bit, shaking his head 
with disappointment. 


“I've been trying to get some second opinions... | thought... Maybe it was just that 
doctor; maybe he just looked at her scan wrong or something, but... They all say 
they can’t do anything about it...” Justin looked like he was on the verge of crying 
as he recapped the horrific news he had been told time after time again by the 
voices on the other end of the line, each time his hopes raised as he listened to his 
ringtone signify the doctor had called back, each time only to have his hopes 
dashed across the rocks, to be told that they couldn’t help his sister. Justin’s grip on 
his phone only seemed to tighten till after a moment his anger got the better of 
him, his arm flinging back before tossing the phone at a wall half way across the 
food court. “GOD DAMMIT!” He shouted, his words choppy as he tried to stop 
himself from crying. No one was sure whether to be horrified by Justin’s outburst, or 
to feel sympathetic as he barely hung on to his wit’s end. All they knew is, they felt 
horrible for whoever it was Justin almost pegged with his phone. Plus, Justin 
probably needed a new phone right now; which was going to be problematic since 
he would no doubt need to shell out some cash to either medically fix Maya’s 
speech problem... or worse come to worse, an assistant to speak on her behalf. 


“Th-this can’t be right.” Yosuke chuckled nervously as he tried to deny the truth of 
the matter, as if expecting Justin to turn around at any second and shout April Fools. 
This was just too terrible to be real; he had never expected anything like this to 
happen to any of them, least of all Maya. Why was it that good people had to suffer 
for others? Especially her... Maybe it was just his heart getting to his head, but she 
had to be the most wonderful, generous, self-giving girl he had ever had the 
pleasure of meeting. Yet despite everything that made her probably the finest 
example of humanity, she still had shit like this happening to her on a regular basis. 
Wasn't everything else that had happened enough? Why were the gods doing this 
to her? To the people that cared about her and loved her. “This is Maya we’re 
talking about, she can’t... She...” Yosuke stuttered trying to make any logical sense 
of this horrible news. No one could really blame him for being so baffled by this, for 
having his heart torn out and chopped to pieces. 


“Can’t they just do an implant?” Yu questioned, kind of ticked off that it seemed the 
doctors that were calling Justin back were missing the most obvious solution. Of 
course, they had considered that possibility, but the very fact of the matter was 
they couldn’t implant a vocal cord without risking killing the girl in the process. And 
there wasn’t even any guarantee she'd be able to use it afterwards anyway. Justin 
shook his head a little bit with disappointment. 


“I’m not a doctor, but... | don’t think they could really do that.” Yukiko remarked 
with disappointment. Given her experience as a field medic for the Investigation 
Team, and given that she was one of, if not the smartest person at the table, it was 
hard to argue with her, even before she explained her thought process. After all, 
they were no doctors. “They’d have to get a matching blood type, not to mention 
they’d have to cut open her throat to put it in. I’m pretty sure that would kill her.” 
Justin sighed, sinking back in his chair a bit. Yeah, slicing up her throat didn’t 
exactly sound like it would leave Maya in the best condition afterwards. Even if she 
did talk, he’d imagine it would hurt to do so, not to mention her voice would be 
raspy as fuck. Though any voice is better than none he supposed. 


“| can confirm.” Kurt remarked. You'd think it was a little weird for a twenty year old 
to be sitting at a table with a bunch of teenagers, but it seemed no one around 
them really cared about his presence at the table. Must be because he still looked 
so young. And of course, given the circumstances, no one really objected to Kurt 
sitting around the table with them. Maya was his friend too, even if she had been 
deathly afraid of him for the last two years. This was hurting him just as much as it 
had been Yosuke or Justin... Well maybe not quite as much as Yosuke. “It’s not 
impossible to cut the neck open to get inside; but it’s so difficult that even 
attempting it would be foolish. She’d bleed out almost instantly.” 


“So there’s nothing they can do?” Justin questioned after a moment. He had asked 
every doctor he could find for their opinion, but he never once considered asking 
Kurt what he thought about this. He did go to medical school after all; and sure, he 


never finished, but he must have known SOMETHING about this kind of thing. Kurt 
sighed with disappointment. 


“Unfortunately not.” 


“This is all Naoto’s fault... She had to do this stupid fucking plan to get kidnapped. 
She doesn’t give a damn who got hurt in her little scheme; because hey, I’m sure I'll 
get rescued no problem. Clearly nothing could go wrong or there'll be repercussions 
for pissing off a serial killer!” Justin mocked the detective prince from where he sat, 
angrily trying to find someone or something to put the blame on. Someone other 
than himself anyway. If Naoto hadn’t done this stupid ass stunt getting herself 
kidnapped, her shadow wouldn’t have gone haywire and it never would have been 
able to mute Maya with that... Mute Ray; whatever the fuck that was. She thought 
she needed to do this to draw the killer out again; but apparently she didn’t 
consider the fact that if the killer was still attacking people on television, she didn’t 
NEED to force it; it would have come with time. It was because of her that Maya had 
gotten hurt. Justin was actually seriously considering forgiving her for calling the 
two of them murderers, at least after hearing what her shadow had to say; but now? 
Now he could NEVER forgive her. 


“There’s gotta be something we can do!” Yosuke shouted after a moment, panicked 
rage flowing through his body as he stood up from his chair, hands sprawled across 
the table as he leaned forward to look everyone dead in the eye. Or at least, he had 
tried to; but no one could really make eye-contact with each other right now. In 
reality, they all felt responsible for this in their own rights; it was hard to look her 
friends and loved ones in the eye after they had muted her for essentially life. They 
still didn’t get how her vocal cord had completely vanished as if it hadn’t even been 
there in the first place, but that wasn’t what mattered right now. “Anything!” 


“You don’t think I’ve been trying!?” Justin shouted with annoyance after a moment, 
aggravated with Yosuke shouting to the heavens about how they all had a duty to 
help Maya out. He was more than aware of that; after all, helping her deal with this 
was the least he could do after putting her in danger in the first place. “I’m the one 
that’s been calling every goddamn doctor in the phonebook! You think that shit’s 
cheap!? It’s not! All of my savings went into this! So sit the fuck down, and shut the 
fuck up!” Yosuke shook his head, getting up in Justin’s face as he leaned across the 
table. He didn’t give the slightest fuck about Justin’s savings; though he probably 
should have given that if Justin ran out of money and got evicted from his house, so 
did Maya. All he cared about right now was getting Maya the help she needed. 


“This isn’t about your goddamn bank account!” Yosuke scolded Justin, perhaps not 
understanding that without money Justin couldn’t actually BUY Maya the help she 
needed. So maybe, just maybe, he should keep his damn mouth shut on matters he 
clearly didn’t understand. “I don’t care if it cost you every cent you have, you-“ 


“Yosuke, that’s enough!” Yu shouted, interrupting Yosuke from trying to ripoff 
Justin’s head, and by extension vice-versa, because you know Justin wasn’t going to 
stand for this shit after he was doing everything in his power to help Maya. Maybe 
he couldn’t cure Maya, but he was trying to at least make sure she’d have the tools 
to deal with it. And if Yosuke couldn’t accept that, then he could go fuck himself. 
Yosuke hung his head with slight shame, sighing as Yu snapped him out of his daze 
of anger. He really didn’t mean to lash out at Justin; he knew he was trying his 
hardest to make sure Maya didn’t have to suffer through this... It was just... He had 
never been in as much pain as he was right now, as he heard that Maya would 
never be able to speak... Not even when he had heard about Saki had he felt as 
shitty as he did right now. He couldn’t explain why Saki’s death seemed so 
insignificant compared to this; it just did. Did it make him a terrible person to be 
less worked up over her death than someone simply losing their voice? Perhaps; but 
he’d gladly accept that title if it meant he cared a little too much. 


“...1’m sorry, | didn’t mean to snap.” Yosuke apologized before sinking back into his 
seat, disappointed in his lack of ability to control his emotions. Justin glared at him 
from across the table for a moment longer before sighing, letting loose the tension 
in his brow. He could understand how Yosuke felt; being powerless to stop 
something that shouldn’t be. And yet, despite wanting the best for Maya, for 
wanting to be able to change what could not be reversed, he didn’t understand how 
Yosuke felt at all. And he probably never would. The relationship one had for a 
sibling, after all, was far less heavy on the heart than the way Yosuke felt about 
Maya. Maybe Justin had felt that was about Chie before; like that time she broke her 
rib... But right now he was clueless about the pain in Yosuke’s chest. “...So what are 
we going to do about this?” Yosuke questioned after a moment of silence to 
regather his thoughts, to calm himself down at least a little bit. 


“_,.Whatever | have to, | guess.” Justin sighed. He didn’t LIKE what he had to do, not 
because he was doing it be grudgingly, but because it only meant that there was no 
other alternatives, no way Maya could speak again. You Know how you never know 
what you’ve got till it’s gone? Justin had never quite realized how sweet, how 
beautiful Maya’s voice was until now. It was a shame that it had to end like this, 
that she had to suffer on Naoto’s behalf. “I’ll look into some classes on sign 
language. Get Maya to learn it... Then | guess I’ll take the class too and learn to 
translate.” Justin continued. He didn’t like the fact that he’d need to translate on 
behalf of Maya. It only created this sort of barrier between her and the rest of the 
group, in which what she had to say didn’t flow naturally into the conversation, 
where the conversation would need to stop just so she could say something then 
have Justin translate for her. It would be like saying the same thing twice, and all it 
did was fail to make her feel like part of the group. Thank god she wasn’t as 
subconscious about that kind of stuff as Justin. 


“I guess she can’t really work the register in the electronics department now...” 
Yosuke grimaced a bit, almost ashamed that he’d have to pull her away from her 


position, from her job because of her new disability. It wasn’t right that her life had 
to change just because she couldn’t speak; that she had to be given special 
treatment because of her condition. Not that Yosuke didn’t give her special 
treatment anyway; but that was because he cared for her, not because he was 
concerned about his damn business. If it was up to him, he’d leave her there, to 
keep doing her job like nothing had ever changed. And sure, some customers might 
have trouble dealing with that, but you know what? Fuck ‘em. He didn’t give a shit 
about customers or profit or anything like that. “I... could just give her the 
paycheck...” Yosuke considered, paying her even if she couldn’t work. Justin shook 
his head with denial though. 


“No. She’s too proud for that; she’s not just going to take your money.” Justin 
objected. He would have taken Yosuke up on that offer; after all, getting paid to not 
do work was the American Dream. But the fact of the matter was it wasn’t his 
choice, and Maya wouldn’t really feel fulfilled getting paid to sit on her ass. She 
didn’t mind working to make a living; if anything, she’d actually enjoy it. It was just 
the kind of person she was, always trying to help wherever she could. Perhaps it 
was that fact that made her sudden lack of voice all the more sad. She was a good 
person, and despite this, horrible things kept creeping their way into her life. Yosuke 
sighed a bit. 


“Yeah... | guess you’re right...” Yosuke sighed with disappointment. “I'll figure 
something out.” He eventually shrugged off the conundrum, figuring he’d have 
plenty of time to figure something out. After all, Maya refused to step out of the 
house after she had received the bad news; and she most likely wouldn’t get the 
courage to face the others for a while. That of course didn’t mean Yosuke could just 
sit there twiddling his thumbs waiting for her return... There was something else he 
needed to look into before she came back. He just hope there would be enough 
time before she returned. Eyes slowly shifted their way back to Justin, dark rings 
under his eyes from sleeplessness as he leaned forward on the table, grabbing his 
aching head again. 


“Are you going to be alright?” Chie questioned after a moment, pitying the boy in 
front of her, the one who had been losing sleep and pulling hair out trying to figure 
out what the was going to do to solve this dilemma, to remedy what had gone 
horribly wrong. Maya didn’t deserve this after all she had done; hell, she only got 
struck because she was trying to drag Naoto out of the way. This was her 
punishment for sacrificing herself for others? Unacceptable. Justin wouldn’t rest 
easy until he found some sort of solution to their problem. 


“I’m not the one whose mute now.” Justin remarked with sarcasm before digging 
around in his pocket. At first, it seemed as though he was going to grab a toothpick; 
but in actuality, he had grabbed a hold of a cigarette. Yu’s eyes widened with 
disappointment as Justin lit up the smoke. He had thought Justin had quit, but here 


he was puffing away at his tube of tobacco, like they had never even had that 
conversation at the riverbed. 


“Hey! The hell do you think you’re doing!” Yu shouted, trying to interrupt Justin 
before he could inhale more of the toxic substance. Justin’s eyes slowly, almost non- 
responsively pointed in Yu’s direction, his eyelids blinking slowly and wearily, as if 
he hadn’t slept for weeks. “Did you already forget about what we talked about!? Do 
you just not care!?” Yu interrogated him angrily. Everyone was confused; save of 
course Justin, who was just slowly getting very angry. After a moment, he flicked 
the cigarette at Yu in anger. Thankfully Yu ducked before he ended up getting 
burned by the lit up projectile. 


“You know what Yu!? Fuck you! | just found out my sister’s never going to be able to 
talk again, and it’s all my goddamn fault. So | think I’m entitled to one fucking 
cigarette, you piece of shit asshole!” Justin shouted with anger before turning about 
and kicking his chair over, trying to take his anger out on something other than a 
human being, lest he break someone’s spine. Everyone just watched with their jaws 
hanging loose as Justin stormed off, not in the mood for Yu’s shit today. They 
weren't sure what was worse, Justin trying to burn Yu’s face off with the cigarette, 
or him trying to destroy the food court. Yu slowly pressed his palm against his face 
with disappointment. He was supposed to help people with their problems, not 
make them worse. Yukiko placed her hand reassuringly on his shoulder, trying to 
cheer him up with just a touch. He couldn’t really smile though, as much as he 
wanted to. As much as it pained him to admit it; Justin was right. 


“| really screwed up didn’t I?” 


“He just needs some time to think.” 


